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who lived in stone vaults underground crowded together
in foulness and indecency. The prisoners never saw
the sun. Their food was handed through the bars of
a grating up to which they had to climb from the dark
vaults underground.
I came to Salonika by ship and waited for transport,
for all the railways in the Balkans were impassable.
The town was full of troops, and in the Turkish quarter
the Greek cavalry were stabled in the mosques. Round
the town were many concentration camps of wretched
depressed Bulgarian prisoners. The once flourishing
port was ruined. The Turks who had stayed were as
cowed and terrified as the Armenians that I had seen
in Anatolia under the Turkish rule. These peoples,
whether they be Turk or Christian, appear to have no
instinct for ruling.
Above the town on the hill was the massive old stone
fort of Yedi-Kule, now turned into a prison. Inside
it, in the court-yard, were broken shanties oLwood and
round them narrow pens with mud floors. They were
crowded with prisoners. I was up on the battlements
with the sentries in the warm sunlight. Below the fort
lay red-roofed villas set in gardens and trees from whence
came up the scent of flowers and the sound of the sea
breeze playing in the tree tops. Beyond, placid and
blue, lay the harbour and a lazy steamer drawing out
to the open sea. Away in the distance great mountains
towered into light shifting clouds that broke now and
again and showed the snow glittering on their peaks.
I looked down into the fort. It was dark and cold.
I could feel the dreary monotony and the barrenness *